THE  NEW  MACHTAVELLI

to disappear when you thought them over again in
terms of actuality and the people one knew. , . .

At the Baileys' one always seemed to be getting
one's hands on the very strings that guided the world.
Yon heard legislation projected to affect this "type"
and that; statistics marched by you with sin and
shame and injustice and misery reduced to quite
manageable percentages, you found men who were to
frame or amend bills in grave and intimate exchange
with Bailey\s omniscience, you heard Alliora canvass-
ing approaching resignations and possible appoint-
ments that might make or mar a revolution in admin-
istrative methods, and doing it with a vigorous
directness thai manifestly swayed the decision; and
you felt you were in a sort of signal-box with levers
all about you, and the world outside there, albeit a
little dark and mysterious beyond the window, run-
ning on its lines in ready obedience to these unhesi-
tating lights, true and steady to trim termini.

And then with all this administrative fizzle, this
pseudo-scientific administrative chatter, dying away
in your head, out you went into the limitless grimy
chaos of London streets and squares, roads and
avenues lined with teeming houses, each larger than
the Chambers Street house and at least equally alive,
you saw the chaotic clamour of hoardings, the jumble
of traffic, the coming and going of mysterious myri-
ads, you heard the rumble of traffic like the noise of a
torrent; a vague incessant murmur of cries and
voices, wanton crimes and accidents bawled at you
from the placards; imperative unaccountable fash-
ions swaggered triumphant in dazzling windows of
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